Chapter 1: Prologue


They don’t want me here. I don’t think they ever did. Otherwise, they wouldn’t treat me like this. I know they wouldn’t. Everything’s packed in your bag, stop hesitating. Just open the door and run.

Okay, now don’t stop. Just think about how you’re going to help everyone. They’ll understand your views. They’ll realize how they’re being treated by everyone. They’ll realize that everything is being taken from them.

I’ll help them understand that the meaning of life is torture.


Chapter 2: The First Victim


I pulled into the driveway, wondering what Henry was cooking today. Whatever it was, I’d be satisfied. I was starving. I opened the door, and saw that he wasn’t in the kitchen. Maybe he just fell asleep. I hung up my coat, and then I caught a smell. Maybe he burned what he was going to be cooking. He was probably ordering fast food. I walked into our room.

The first thing I saw was the white sheets, stained all red. My eyes moved to his black hair, then to his eyes. Shut closed. Eventually, my mind processed the situation. My heart dropped, and then quickly rose again. We didn’t own a gun. Someone did this to him. I started to examine the scene closer, but then I ran out of the room, to the bathroom, and puked.

A thought crossed my mind. What if the person who did this to him never left? I quickly pulled out my phone, and dialed 911 as fast as I could with my shaky hands. I locked the bathroom door, dropped to my knees, and started to cry.
----------

Once I told them what happened, I let them into the house to investigate. They asked me a bunch of questions, and then let me go. The first thing I did was call my work. I needed at least a week off, minimum. After that, I called Jack, Henry’s friend. It was hard retelling the story a second time, but I did my best. He suggested we have dinner tomorrow, and I agreed. We both needed a while to process everything, but we definitely couldn’t let ourselves be alone.

After the police took the body, cleaned up, and left, I went into the guest’s room. There’s no way I could stand to walk into our bedroom this soon. I layed on my bed and reflected on him. We hadn’t been together very long, but it had felt like forever. I’d never felt that way about anyone else before, not as strongly, anyway. I reflected on our happy moments, and passed out from exhaustion.

When I woke up, it was nearly time to eat already. I drove to the restaurant, and saw that Jack had brought along Nancy and Thompson, some friends of ours.

“Ripley, I am so, so sorry, I don’t know what to-” I cut her off.
“It’s fine, Nancy. It’s fine.” I said, even though it wasn’t. I didn’t want everyone to start feeling all sad for me, though. I sat next to Jack, and Nancy and Thompson sat next to each other, across from us.
“I know I already said it on the phone, but I know how much he meant to you, Jack.” I said, resting my hand on his shoulder. He already looked like he was going to break down again, like he did on the phone yesterday. He seemed to struggle to respond.
“Hey, everything will be okay. You’re still alive, okay? We’re all here for you.” I said, attempting comfort.
“He didn’t deserve this.” He finally managed to get out in a whisper.
“I know Jack, I know. Neither did you.” I responded.

Suddenly, my phone vibrated.
“One second, this might be the police.” I said, answering.
“Hello, Ripley?” The man asked.
“Yes, this is.” I quickly said,
“I’m sorry to say, but there’s no real evidence to lead us in any direction. We’ll continue looking but it will definitely be a struggle to continue.” He said.
“Okay, great.” I said, passive aggressively.
“I assume you’re busy, so I’ll keep it short. I hope you have a good day!” He said.
“What if I wanna keep it long?” I asked.
“Uh...I…” The man said, surprised.
I hung up on him.

“No leads yet.” I said.
“They couldn’t even find a bullet?” Thompson asked.
“Nope. Nothing. They’re a bunch of cheap assholes.” I said.
“They’ll find whoever it is.” Nancy said, confident.
“I hope so. Not that it even matters.” I said, spitefully.


Chapter 3: The Second Victim


"Hello? Nancy?" I said, picking up the phone, waking up in the middle of the night.
"I...Thompson...she..." Nancy stumbled.
"What? What happened?" I asked, nervously.
"So much fucking blood..." She stammered, in a trance.
"God, Nancy, please..." I begged, trying to get her to be more coherent.
"The pool...I...I left to get towels…she's fucking dead, Ripley." Nancy finally let out.
"Oh my God." I said, at a loss for words.

I called Jack, and in the morning, we all met up at the mall. It was crowded there, so nobody could hurt us. Too many people, and too many cameras. We didn't know if we were being targeted, or if there was just a killer on the loose, and we were really unlucky.

"Is someone after us?" Nancy asked, more nervous and determined than sad now.
"I don't know." I said, panicked.
"If we just stay together-" Jack started to say, before he was cut off.
"We can't stay together forever, Jack." Nancy snapped.

A pause.

"Sorry." She apologized.
"It's fine. You're just a bit on edge now." He said, understanding.
"Yeah, a bit." She said, mockingly.

We stayed together for a while and talked about our fears, shed some tears, and started to plan a funeral for Henry and Thompson. Eventually, though, we had to go our separate ways. I headed back home, opened the door, and then felt a sharp pain on my head.

I started to wake up, and once I remembered what the last thing I remembered was, I quickly opened my eyes and looked around. Jack and Nancy were here too, tied to chairs. At least they were alive, as far as I could tell.

A girl with long, black hair walked out of a door, shedding some much needed light into the room.

"Why are you doing this to us? What the fuck is wrong with you?" I spat.
"Calm down. I'm not going to hurt you, I'm just protecting my friend, Jason. I don't want the police to find any connections between the deaths. My name is Clarice." She said.
"You're a sick bitch, Clarice." I said. Clarice moved over to untie Nancy.
"Jason wants a talk with you first. You two, just wait patiently." She said, taking Nancy away, and closing the door again.

"What do we do?" I asked Jack.
"Hang on a second." Jack said, struggling. He made some sounds, clearly struggling with something.
"Got it." He said, free from the ropes, walking over to untie me.
"Oh my God, thank you...wait, are your hands all messed up now?" I asked.
"It's fine. Listen, when I say run, you just run. I'll hold back Clarice. Please, don't come back for me." He said.
"Jack…" I said, getting cut off.
*It's fine, okay? You always tell people it's fine and they don't listen. Please listen to me. It's not like I wanna live without Henry anyways." He said, intensely.

Clarice suddenly opened the door, and started to run towards Jack.
"How did you get free?" She questioned, somewhat gently.
"Run, Ripley!" He called, throwing himself onto Clarice.
I started to run as fast as I could towards an exit at the far end of a hallway. I forced myself to ignore the bleeding corpse of Nancy on my way there. I was nearly to the door, when I felt a grip on the back of my shirt.


Chapter 4: The Last Victim


“LET ME GO!” I shouted, being dragged by Jason into a room.
“Please, just listen to me, sit down.” He said, releasing me.
I figured I couldn’t take him down on my own, so I sat down.

“I’m here to talk about your purpose, because I know you’re a good person. What do you think the meaning of life is?”
“I’m not sure...to just enjoy life, I guess?”
“That’s what most people say. Do you enjoy life?”
“I like helping other people, before you took them all away from me.”
“I don’t take anyone away. Henry said he wanted to die after I had my talk with him. That goes for Thompson and Nancy too.”
“I don’t believe you. He would never want to die.”
“Please don’t veer me off course. Once I finish, I guarantee you’ll believe me. Now, you like making others happy, and life has taken that from you. If you believe in God, why did this happen?”
“Because some asshole decided to take them from me.”
“If he created me, why did he make me influence their deaths?”
“There’s a reason for everything he does. Don’t try to twist him against me.”
“Why would God give you things that he was going to take away? Why make you feel pain when you could feel happy?”
“Pain makes happiness exist. Without pain, nobody can be happy.”
“He invented pain and torture.”
“Because happiness can’t exist without pain!”
“You’re not understanding. He made that be true. Why not make everything be perfect, without any threat of that being taken away?”
“I don’t know, but he has to have a reason!”
“Why does God make people kill themselves? Why does God seperate families in Heaven if people don’t praise him? Why does God make you feel tortured?”
“I only feel tortured because of you!”

“Everyone feels tortured. That’s what God does. He makes most people scared to admit it, or just backs them into a corner with no way of stopping it. Sometimes, people just don’t realize it yet. He makes them feel happy, just to rip it away. Despite what you might think, I haven’t killed a single person in my life. I simply talk with people. I help open their minds. Some people beg me to kill them. I just give them the tools necessary, but never do anything myself. I’ve watched many deaths, but I’ve also seen many people go back to praising the one who makes them feel this way, scared they’ve done something wrong, scared of going to Hell. It’s easier for people to accept death if there’s a force behind it. That’s why I let the people believe they were murdered. To help people.”

A pause.

“That’s why I’m here. I’m like you. We can help people. We can open people’s minds. It’s what people need. I don’t want anyone to get hurt, but if they realize they’ve been hurting all of their life, then I’m doing them a favor, right?”

Another pause.

“I don’t want to have anyone else get hurt. I don’t even know if I want to live anymore.” I admitted.
“Then, would you like me to get you anything instead?” He asked.
“Something short and painless, please.” I replied.